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Les Lucioles de Provence 


Author's Notes: 
This is set sometime during the summer toward the end of the hiatus between Counterparts and Test for 
Echo. The title means \"Fireflies of Provence,\" if anyone\'s interested... :) 


Geddy's standing at the kitchen sink, washing off the pears we bought at the market earlier in the day, and l'm 
sitting at the table watching him. He's only a few metres away, but he might as well be back home in Toronto 
for all the good its doing us. 


I'd originally planned for this holiday to be much longer -- a month, ideally, two weeks at the very least, but 
Geddy had balked, and so | had settled for a week. A week, just the two of us, in a chateau in Provence. (‘It's 
not a chateau," he had snapped irritably. "H's just a farmhouse that rents out to rich assholes like us who 
want to pretend to be Peter Mayle." Whatever.) The girls had been easy to convince, in comparison. They know 


how much we like wine, and frankly, | think they were relieved to get us out from underfoot for a bit. 


And we have been home for a long while, too. Its been nearly two years since we've recorded an album or 


gone on a tour. Ged and | have seen each other during that time, of course. We play tennis a couple of times a 


week, we've been out to dinner, and our families have hung out, but it's not the same. The time in the studio 
and on the road has always been our time, and | feel like the separation has hurt us a lot. A fresh start, 
that's what | was thinking about when | planned this. Instead of a beginning, though, it feels an awful lot like the 


end. 


The trip started out rough, and it's only gone downhill. Our flight out of Toronto was delayed due to storms in 
the area, and by the time we finally taxied out of the gate we were both tired and frustrated. There was 
turbulence the entire way over the ocean, and Geddy buried his head in a book and answered me in 
monosyllables whenever | tried to make conversation. We landed late, only to find that the rental company had 
given our luxury car away to someone else, so we had to make do with a tiny economy model with no air 
conditioning in the middle of the hottest, most humid summer Europe had seen in decades. Of course, by then 
it was nighttime, and we got lost several times on the way to the chateau. (l'm sorry, the farmhouse) The sun 
was just beginning to come up when we pulled into the driveway, and we were both exhausted. | took our bags 


upstairs, and Geddy called home to let them know we had arrived safely. 


All| wanted to do was hold him close and pass out when he finally got up to the stuffy little master bedroom, 
but Geddy had other plans. For some reason, he insisted on giving me a perfunctory, not-terribly-satisfying 
blowjob. | have no idea why, as he didn't seem to enjoy himself in the least and acted mad about it the whole 
time, and it didn't end up being very much fun for either of us. When | tried to return the "favor", he pushed 
me away, complaining that he was hot and jet lagged and just wanted to sleep. | let him be and hoped that 
things would get better in the morning. 


They did and they didn't. He wasn't quite as pissy after a few hours' rest, but he was certainly distant and 
distracted. We'd lost most of the day to our long nap, so | suggested that we take a trip into the closest 
village and stock up on supplies like wine and food, then have a picnic near the stream near the back of the 
property. He hadn't resisted, but he hadn't been overly-enthused, either. As we drove along the dusty country 
road, | worked up the courage to put my hand on his knee, and he didn't pull away or slap my hand or 
anything; he just stared out the window and acted like | wasn't there. After a while, | started to feel foolish, so 
| returned my grip to the steering wheel. We made our purchases and came back to the house, and now l'm 


watching him ignore me. | can't stand the tension any more, so | speak 
"They're taking you away from me, aren't they?" 

"Who?" 

"The folks back home." 

"They're my family, Lerxst! 

"And tm not?" 


"Its not the same thing. | never should have left" He doesn't look up, just keeps staring into the sink, washing 
the pears. Those have got to be the cleanest pieces of fruit in the history of the world by now. 


‘Its not like you've never been away before. What's the big difference?" 


‘lm seeing things more clearly. Being at home has made me realize how much I've let everybody down, for 


years and years and years. | don't want to be that selfish person any more." 


| don't like where this conversation is going. | shouldn't have said anything, but now its too late to stop. | clear 


my throat. "And what exactly does that mean for us?" 


He doesn't say anything for a moment. When he finally answers, his voice is quiet and sad. "Let's just go on our 


picnic, okay?" 


Its the last thing that | feel like doing, but | don't have any better suggestions. Numbly, | get a bottle of red 
and a bottle of white from the crate, then grab two glasses and the blanket we brought from upstairs. Geddy 


picks up the basket with the food, and we make our way in silence out toward the stream. 


The sun is sinking toward the horizon, but it's still plenty bright and hot out. We seek a shady spot underneath 
a willow tree. The stream isn't terribly wide, and it's probably only about hip-deep at it's deepest point, but it 
gurgles pleasantly and the water is cool to the touch. | hand the blanket to Geddy, then put the chardonnay in 
the stream to chill it, and it occurs to me that this would be one of the happiest moments of my life if | 


wasn't so miserable. 


When | turn back, he's spread the blanket out on the ground, and is laying on his side on it, playing with a piece 


of fuzz and avoiding eye contact with me. | sit down across from him. 

"l'm sorry, Dirk. This trip was a bad idea" 

"No, don't apologize. It wasn't a bad idea, it just... isn't working.” 

| swallow hard. "Maybe we should just cut our losses and go home tomorrow, huh?" 


"Yeah, maybe we should" His voice is shaky. | must be coming down with hay fever, because my throat feels 
swollen and both of my eyes sting. 


| really don't know what to say or do, so | open the burgundy and pour us both a glass. Neither of us seems 
to be hungry, so we sit in silence and drink. | busy myself by examining the label on the bottle, looking around 
at the trees, swirling the wine in my glass. When | finally look over at Geddy, | see that he's fallen asleep. | 
suddenly can't keep my eyes open either, and it occurs to me that this might be my last chance to simply lie 
beside him. | reach over and take his glasses off, folding them and placing them in a safe spot, then settle next 
to him and put my arm around his shoulders and drift off. 


The next thing | know, I'm being awakened by a hand on my shoulder and the sweetest voice | have ever heard 


softly calling my name. 


"Alex.. Alex.. Wake up.. Look!" 


| open my bleary eyes. It's dark and at first all | can see are many, many dots of light dancing all around us. 


Then my vision adjusts. 


Fireflies. There must be hundreds of them in the little enclosure made by the boughs of the willow, like a 
twinkling galaxy brought down to earth, surreally breathtaking. The willow leaves part for a moment in the 
breeze, and by the light of the nearly-full moon | can see Geddy clearly. 


He's smiling -- beaming, actually -- for the first time in days, taken away from himself by the magical scene. 
Over the past few months he's changed his hair, cutting it to just above shoulder length, and it suits him 
perfectly. He's wearing an untucked, soft, button-down shirt and a pair of khakis. All of this description, though, 
still doesn't capture the fact that even in comparison to the wheeling points of light that surround us, he's 
absolutely the most beautiful thing I've ever seen | want to tell him this and to tell him | love him and beg 


him not to leave me, but | can't find my voice, so instead | reach for him. 


| run my fingers through his soft, thick hair, ending by cupping the back of his head in my palm, and pull him 
towards me. He comes along willingly, and | can feel his breath on my mouth. Our lips touch, then, and | gently 
guide him to lie down on his back as | unbutton and then remove his shirt. | break the kiss to pull back and 
look at him. My eyes have gotten used to the darkness now, and in the dappled moonlight | can see the blue 
rivers of his veins coursing just below the alabaster skin of his torso. | follow them with gentle kisses from 
his wrist, past the crook of his elbow, up his forearms, over his shoulder, and across his chest, willing the 
blood to carry my love back to his heart. All the while, his nimble fingers have been undressing me, and as he 
unzips my fly I'm silently grateful that dumb optimism led me to slip a tube of lubricant in my pocket when | 
got dressed. | work his khakis down over his slender hips, and then he's breathing "Oh, Alex," as | enter him. 


The burbling stream, the sparkling fireflies, and the soft caress of the breeze all combine to become one with 
our joined bodies, and l'm dizzy with the wonder of it all. Time stretches out until iT seems like we're suspended 
in forever, but it's still over too soon | whisper his name over and over as we climax together, his burning 
skin pressed tight against my own. 

We lay still for a while, then | get up and make my way over to the stream, retrieving the by-now chilled 


bottle of wine. | sit down behind him, legs on either side of his, and wrap the blanket around both of us. | grab 
the corkscrew and open the bottle and hand it to him, and he drinks and hands it back to me. 


I's quiet again, but it's a very different sort of quiet -- one that | wouldn't mind lasting for hours. It doesn't, 
though. Geddy squeezes my hand, takes a deep breath, and hesitatingly speaks. 


"Alex.. | want to tell you something.’ 
"Okay." 


"When | agreed to go on this trip, it was because.. Well, | was going to tell you | couldn't see you any more. Not 


like this.” 

"Uh... You were going to? You don't want do that any more?" 

| never wanted to. | feel like | should. But that doesn't matter, because | can't do it" 
"lm sorry! 

"No need to be sorry. Your only crime is making me happy." 


"Oh, well, then, I'll be sure to stop that!" The crack earns me a playful elbow in the ribs. "Seriously, though, if | 
make you happy, why do you think we shouldn't be together?" 


"It might be better for my family." 

"| don't think you being miserable is going to help them out any." 
He shrugs. "Maybe. | dunno." 

"| can give you some space, if you need me to." 


"No, that's not what | need. | need you to stay very close to me." He brings my hand up to his lips and kisses 
it tenderly. 


| hold him close to me, then take a gulp of the cold wine. "You know.. We have the chateau for the whole week. 


We don't have to go back tomorrow, if you've changed your mind" 


"You mean the farmhouse?" Even though it's dark, and he's facing away from me, | swear | can feel him grin. 


"I'd like that." 


We sit there for a long time, naked but for the quilt, talking softly and watching the glimmering fireflies cavort 
through the air. | know we'll probably be stiff and sore and covered in bug bites tomorrow morning, but | 
wouldn't change a moment of it for anything. The world is absolute perfection 


